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But what a glorious architect is Confusion! She it is who
must have built the mountains and formed the design of the
constellations. Look at Benares from the river; watch the
setting sun set fire to temple after temple; see the darkening
red of the horizon embroidered by holy spires; sink into the
warm, stirless night as light after light comes to jewel its dark/
ness; hear the strange, curving melodies of a pilgrim's bivouac,
and feel the swarthy bosom of the river bearing you gently off
to its unanswenng stillness.
No man has experienced the solemnity and sweetness of
India until he has visited Benares. It is India's heart. India's
quiet, dreamy, meditative heart. Streets are narrow and none
too clean, orange skins rot reverently in the fierce sun. But what
matters it? Is not reverence an unassailable wisdoms What
is a sanitary inspector to a priest who can invoke Ganesa?
What is a hygienic precept to a blessed melting into non/
incarnate peace 2
In Benares men ask for their dearest hopes. They seek the
gods in cool, dark temples and prostrate themselves like
miscreants before a king. Every god in the Hindu pantheon
is there. Ganesa gives them wisdom and prudence; Siva is
the great generator; Anapurna protects her devotees from
hunger; Samscara will be like a flaming fire of remorse to
those who neglect to do him honour. And so on. Temple
after temple can be visited. The same scenes are witnessed;
men asking for bread, women imploring for fertility; the
merchant requesting that prosperity will rain on him like a
monsoon day; the rich man that his sons may walk in the
ways of wisdom and piety.
To Benares there is no Galileo. The sun is still a mam/
festation of an unknown power; the Ganges flows from the
miraculous to the miraculous; stars peep on her because
even the gods must have eyes. Benares lives in a religious
dream To her the world is peopled with mysteries; cause
and effect is a vulgar impiety; there is no light except vouch/
safed light